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tone.    There was no disorder; but there was a half-sullen
response which indicated what the end would be. This was no
surprising* Any one who opposes the war passions of a people
must expect to be scourged by them. MacDonald had pleaded
for a sober peace when they were drunk with war; and they revenged
themselves upon him. The task of organizing the patriotic
indignation of the constituency was assumed by or entrusted to
the late Mr. Horatio Bottomley, and thousands of the delicate-
minded followers of that edifying patriot invaded the borough and
conducted the kind of rough-house campaign which was appro-
priate to their character, and dear to the heart of their leader. The
Tory candidate was a man exactly suited to the occasion. Captain
Robert Gee, V.C., was a brave man and a fine soldier; but as a
politician he was both inconsiderable and naive. An indifferent
speaker, he was always ready to challenge any one who corrected or
interrupted him to come upon the platform to fight. The Tory
Party in the borough were delighted, and the constituency went
patriotically mad and dirty. Labour women were assaulted,
MacDonald was stoned, execrated, and defeated: England's
honour was saved—by Horatio Bottomley!
The question of how the lost seat was to be regained for the
Labour Party was immediately taken in hand by the local Labour
Party and, after a careful review of the situation I received a unani-
mous invitation to become their candidate. My connection with
the borough was of long standing, I had done some of the pioneer
work which led to the formation both of the local and the national
Labour parties; I was also one of its representatives on the London
County Council, and it was considered that I could regain the seat.
The Huddersfield Trades and Labour Council agreed, with
characteristic generosity, to free me from any obligation to them,
and I separated from them with feelings of lasting gratitude for
their never-failing kindness. To my old friends Mr. and Mrs.
Ben Riley, Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Haigh, Mr. and Mrs. Shaw
Bray, Mr, and Mrs. Albert Beaumont, and Mr. and Mrs. Wilfred
Whiteley, whose guest I had been on many occasions, I was
specially indebted, and I have the most pleasing memories of a
town which, although it persistently rejected me as a candidate,
was invariably tolerant, courteous, and appreciative.
When the general election came in 1922, the patriotic anger
of the by-election had been superseded by a grim anxiety respecting
unemployment. Woolwich, for a period, was one of the black

